THE UPPER AMAZON

swiftly by the length of the ship, a travelling
island. Behind it swam a peccary.

" There you are/' exclaimed the excited mate.
" What did I tell you ? Pigs, mister. We'll
get the whole farmyard in a minute."

Next morning the surrounding forest seemed
to have gone. We had nothing but an opaque
silence about us. The vapours of the miasmic
solitude shrouded the high palisades of trees and
leaves. Somewhere the sun had just risen, and
the mist was luminous. Imperceptibly the white
steam rose, till the bottom of the forest across
the water was plain. The jungle looked as though
it were sheered off a few feet above the bank in
a straight line. But the curtain rose quickly
as I watched. To starboard again was the tower-
ing and ominous barrier of still leaves and fronds,
the place where no man had ever landed, The
sun looked at us. Languor fell over the ship.
The parrots and the monkeys cried aloud for a
minute or two, and then the sky became silent.
It was no place for a ship. That was an unpleasant
word of the mate's, that we should rot. The
sensation in that heated stillness, where there
was nothing for us to do but to wait, was certainly
of ferment and stagnation. The ironwork of the
steamer felt like the plates of an oven.

On the poop, under an awning, the steward was
spreading our breakfast. The captain appeared,
a slim and stooping figure in white linen and a
Panama hat, and walked towards me, fingering
his grey beard as he eyed things about him.
He did not wear the expression of a man who
would respond to a hearty " good-morning."
He rested his hands on the bulwark and looked